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Today it lies in place, and the dim houses,
The apple-green cloudy oats, the cows that se<
Compact of the yellow crust of their cream,

Shrink on Amalveor's grey and tawny sides,
Sucking the last shreds of sun.

But all life here is carried on

Against the crash and cry of the moving tides.

For a Child Expected

Lovers whose lifted hands are candles in winter,
Whose gentle ways like streams in the easy summer
Lying together

For secret setting of a child, love what they do,
Thinking they make that candle immortal, those

streams forever flow,
And yet do better than they know.

So the first flutter of a baby felt in the womb,
Its little signal and promise of riches to come,
Is taken in its father's name;
Its life is the body of his love, like his caress,
First delicate and strange, that daily use
Makes dearer and priceless.

Our baby was to be the living sign of our joy,

Restore to each the other's lost infancy;

To a painter's pillaging eye

Poet's coiled hearing, add the heart we might earn

By the help of love; all that our passion would yield

We put to planning our child.

The world flowed in; whatever we liked we took;
For its hair, the gold curls of the November oak
We saw on our walk;